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within the walls matter?   Caesar was the law embodied.   He
was Rome.

"Burn him here!" cried Glodia; and the man next to her
took up the cry.

"Burn him here like we burned Clodius!"
Glodia was startled to hear the name of her brother shouted
so loudly against her ear.    It frightened her, as if she had
been recognised, as if every member of that vast assembly
would turn to gaze at her.

"Yes, yes," she sobbed, and clasped the man who had
shouted.   "Burn him here."

The man turned and saw that she was not unpleasing,
though over-old for his tastes; but there was something
striking about her, an aroma of fine cosmetics that he couldn't
place. Anyhow, her heart was sound. He clasped her back,
and kissed her, and then shouted louder than ever.
"Burn him here!"

The demand had arisen on all sides.    Some shouted that

the corpse should be burned in the Temple of luppiter the

Best and Greatest, the most sacred spot in Rome.    Others

suggested the Guria where he had been killed, but that was

too far away.    Why not in the Forum, the busy centre of

daily life?   What could suit Caesar better than the Forum?

"Burn him here!" resounded the cry.

Men tore at the shutters of the houses around the square,

broke into the temples and basilicas for benches, tribunals,

and desks, raided the offices and shops, searching for anything

inflammable.    Somehow a space had been cleared in the

centre of the Forum and the bier placed there.   Most of the

crowd remembered the day when they had burned their dead

champion Clodius, and they longed to see the flames again

rise heavenwards from the stones of the Forum, carrying

aloft in their chariot the spirit of an even greater champion.

Soon beneath and around the bier was piled a mountainous

collection of wooden objects, broken furniture, batons, doors.

Torches appeared and were handed from man to man, until

they were dashed into the mass.   Flames crackled and spread

crawling up toward the crest of the heap where lay Caesar on

Jafer ivory bier.
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